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y husband stared at the hoof tracks in the soft earth and shook 
his head with disgust. ‘It's bad enough that they bother the fruit 
trees; now they're after the garden.’ 
 
I stared at the tell-tale indentations between the sprouting potatoes and 
tasselling chives, and imagined them: their sleek necks, their soft brown 
eyes. We seldom saw them in daylight but their ghost shapes haunted our 
yard at night. 
  
They'd been stripping our small orchard for years, but they'd always left 
the garden alone. Until last winter, that is. We'd left the parsnips and 
carrots in the earth to sweeten, and one morning found them nibbled all the 
way to an inch below ground. 
  
Now they were back, these moonlight feeders. Checking things out. 
  
‘I suppose I'll have to put up a big fence or there'll be nothing left,’ my 
husband said. ‘News travels fast.’ 
  
He was proud of the garden, a beautiful, intricate thing with raised beds of 
herbs, vegetables, and flowers. In mid-summer it became a marvel of 
ordered lushness: The scents, the drone of bees, the butterflies. The colors. 
The plump veggies to share and eat--the sheer bounty and beauty of it! 
  
We walked along the carefully mulched paths between the plump mounds 
of mint and lemon verbena, the sprawling rhubarb leaves, the waving 
orange poppies, the L-shaped pods of fingerling tomatoes, beans, and 
peppers, and mourned. Fenced in, the garden would not be so beautiful. 
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My husband set to work, pounding six-foot tall metal rods along the 
garden's perimeter. Together we strung wire between the rods, leaving 
only a small open area for us to pass through. 
   
‘They can probably still jump the fence if they want to,’ my husband said. 
‘So I got this.’ He showed me a roll of florescent green plastic ribbon. ‘They 
can't see color, but it's windy here, and maybe something moving will scare 
them.’ 
    
Oh wonderful, I thought. Flags of flapping plastic. Like a used car lot. But I 
did as I was asked, and spent the next 20 minutes tying strips of the plastic 
every three or four feet along the wire fencing. 
  
Afterward, I stood back and looked at it. All the little plastic ribbons were 
flapping and snapping madly. But it didn't look like a used car lot at all. It 
looked more like a Tibetan prayer wheel. I'd seen them in a documentary, 
wheels of brightly colored ribbons flapping wildly, each ribbon sending out 
a prayer into the universe. 
  
Prayers to keep the deer away, I thought. 
 
I remembered the Tibetan sand paintings then, intricate constructions of 
colored sand that take hundreds of hours to make but are not intended to 
last. The act of making them is what's important. Making them is an act of 
humility, an acknowledgment of temporality, a surrender to 
impermanence. But it's also a celebration. A celebration of that temporality. 
  
The garden, I realized then, was a lot like a Tibetan sand painting, with its 
intricate shapes, everything manicured and carefully mulched, the 
hundreds of hours it took to maintain. Yet it, too, was only temporal. For a 
garden, like a sand painting, is impermanent. It lasts for only a season, and 
has to be remade each spring. Then it becomes something new; for a garden 
is never the same twice. 
  
I thought of the Tibetan notion of celebrating temporality. What did it 
mean?  Why celebrate the fact that things fade? That nothing lasts, not even 
the deer who would come and gaze in wonder, and perhaps fear, at the 
strange moving shapes that now guarded the garden? 
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On my way to the basement to put away my things, I passed the 
pyracantha. A bird whirled out at me and perched on a nearby tree to 
scold.  After I passed, she returned--to a hidden nest, I suppose.  We'd 
found nests there before, abandoned ones, their temporal purpose over. 
Each spring it all began again, the nest-building, the baby birds to marvel 
at. And then it struck me: Would beauty be so precious if it didn't fade? 
Without the barrenness of winter, would spring and summer be so 
wonderful? 
 
I turned to look again at the garden, at the green ribbons still flapping like 
so many prayers.  Prayers to keep the deer away, yes, but more than that. 
The little ribbons, the same yellow-green as the tiny new lettuce leaves, 
seemed to me now like prayers of celebration: celebration for all that grows, 
all that is beautiful and transient, all that nurtures us for a season, and then 
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